TRANSLATIONS FROM OREEK POETRV

(3)   From Euripides

O land of my birth and my home.
Ne'er be it mine, is rny prayer.
Houseless and helpless to roam
Leading a life of despair,
A sorrowful lot alway;
Rather, O death, for thy prey
Take me, and darken the day
Of my life in the light of the sun ;
Hardship of earth is there none
Like to the loss of one's land.

This do I know of a truth;
Not from report is the tale
That I ponder;  pity nor ruth
For thy burden of bale
From city and friend hast thou
To solace thy suffering now.
Perish the ingrate, I trow,
Who never at friendship's behest
Flings back the bars of his breast,
Friend is he none for me.
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